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From the Mainland 


Author's Notes: 

With everything that's been going on, | just felt compelled to write something "ripped from the headlines," and 
the ideas came surprisingly easy, considering | feel like my mind is going from cabin fever. Featuring my muse, 
Dave, of course. It's not my intention to make light of what people have gone through with this coronavirus 
ordeal, and what they're still going through. l'm just dealing with it. (| have another WIP going on concurrently, 
which | haven't abandoned by any means. Not that it has a million readers but just mentioning, haha. Working 
on both now) 


In the early hours of the morning, before the sun rose, everything seemed almost the way it should be: blue- 
grey tones, the soft hum of distant swimming pool pumps, whispering palm leaves outside the bedroom window. 
Dave took some comfort from the usual sound of his wife's delicate nocturnal snort as she slept beside him. 
He tried for a while to synchronize his breathing with hers, to meditate, to calm his nerves a little. A faraway 
siren wailed and died away. It wasn't a normal night in Maui County, Hawaii. Over three hundred of its citizens 
had been diagnosed with a virus named Covid-I9, a rampant pestilence that been spreading unchecked across 


the globe for the past six weeks and had finally touched the shores of Dave's island. 


A lifelong newspaper reader, Dave had been following the reports from the beginning. Every day they 
forecasted with heightening alarm. It was more than illness and death. Hospitals overwhelmed. Store shelves 
stripped of toilet paper. Unemployment already at thirty percent. Hawaii was no longer accepting tourists. What 
had been an influx of no fewer than thirty thousand gleeful vacationers per day was now down to the single 
digits. Dave was sorry about the human suffering in China, and then in Italy, Seattle, New York City. But as 
everybody knew, or at least believed, nothing truly bad could ever happen in Hawaii. It was remote, hot, and 
wealthy. It was clean and happy. Whatever germs the tropical sunshine didn't kill were blown away across the 


Pacific waves. 


That cherished yet foolish hope had been destroyed by the virus. Selfishly, maybe, Dave had begun to worry 
about his interests. He wasn't twenty-five anymore, with thrills and adventure waiting around every corner, or 
under every sweet young thing's skirt. What would become of his livelihood in the twilight of his career? His 
band, Iron Maiden, had a European tour scheduled for the summer, the fourth and final leg of a three-year 
endeavor. Would Europe be well enough to receive them, or would it be in post-apocalyptic ruins by then? As 
Dave lay awake in bed, he prodded his mortal body. His heart was still beating like a drum under his ribs. He 
touched the well-established layer of fat covering his abdomen and sighed. He began to doubt his own 


tomorrow-a profoundly unpleasant sensation. 


eR 


"| sure hope the container ships don't stop coming," Dave's wife Tamar said the next morning as she heaped 


scrambled eggs onto Dave's plate. "We'll have to start keeping chickens in the backyard." 


As they both knew, at any given time Hawaii itself only had about ten or eleven days' worth of food, and relied 


on big ships to deliver supplies on a regular schedule. 


"Yeah. Is there any avocado we can have with breakfast?" Dave peered with tired eyes at his forkful of eggs, 


fancying a bit more flavor. "Or tomato?" 
Tamar surveyed the kitchen counter and shook her head. "Sorry, hon" 


She turned her attention back to the iPad that was propped up on the table, where something was playing on 
YouTube. The volume was turned down but Dave could detect the cheery, encouraging female voice of an 
exercise instructor above a cheap electronic beat. He chuckled to himself. Weren't exercise videos meant to 
work out along to, not to watch idly over breakfast? But there was a certain rhythmic sensuality to the 
motion on the screen that drew his attention A very fit young lady in a pink sports bra and skintight shorts 
was bouncing on a mini-trampoline. Bouncing, not jumping. She was ass-down on it, then slowly rolling her body 
from side to side, keeping her legs straight out and pressed tight together. It was wonderfully obscene. As the 
trampoline's taut springiness jiggled her around, her tits bounced, her ponytail bounced. Back on her ass, as if 
warmed up and ready for a good fuck, she opened her legs, but kept them straight, toes pointed. 


"Dave, honey?" Tamar's voice sounded very far away and Dave couldn't comprehend it. "Did you hear me?" 


Dave hadn't heard. He was watching the video. With the sudden urgency of an orgasm, the camera zoomed in 
on the exercise girl's flat tummy to capture tensing muscles and a gleam of fresh sweat. Dave wished they'd 
show her spandex-wrapped snatch, but instead the camera panned up, to her pretty face, flushed, focused, 


her mouth open in an "o 


Dave was surprised to feel the stirrings of an erection inside his pajama bottoms. At his age it usually took 
more than a glimpse of an innocent exercise video to get him going, but these were strange days, indeed. He'd 
barely been out of the house for three weeks. And more importantly, neither had Tamar. He wasn't even sure 
if she was still shaving her legs. Alone time had ceased to exist. Dave's sex and masturbation schedule had 
been interfered with by this damned pandemic, and it was starting to get to him, even more than missing 


avocado with his eggs. He sighed and reached for his coffee mug. 


The television was on in the next room, reporting national news from the mainland. Some morning-show yenta 
was preaching about the potential virtues of the newfangled measures of "social distancing" and "sheltering at 


home" that had become compulsory worldwide. 


"We should use this crisis as opportunity to adapt, to think about life" the yenta admonished. "And about our sense 
of purpose" 


"Self-help rubbish," Dave said around a mouthful of food. "I don't want to adapt. | just want to get back to 


normal." And normal meant having twenty lousy minutes alone with his phone to watch PornHub undisturbed. 


Tamar smiled, buttering a piece a toast. "Here's a ‘sense of purpose’ for you. You can go to the supermarket 


today. l'll make a list." 


The night before, Dave had swilled one too many beers and done something wrong. He wasn't sure what, 
exactly, he couldn't remember, but it had something to do with "never listening." An allegation he couldn't quite 
grasp considering he'd been doing nothing but listening for the past three weeks. What else could he be doing, 
stuck in the house all day? As a married man, he had realized over the years that as far as his overall 
performance was concerned, the bad deeds were stronger than the good. Dave estimated he had to perform 
about three "good" things to outweigh every "bad" thing, and he was usually operating at a deficit. Doing a 
supermarket run would hopefully count for a good. He figured then he could entertain her with a little blues 
guitar in the afternoon; something raucous to clear the cobwebs. That was two, and he just needed to think of 
one more. Maybe then he could get laid. 


To be continued. 


Bare Necessities 


Author's Notes: 
Had to get pretty buzzed to finish this chapter. Winging it now! 


Frankly, Dave welcomed the opportunity to run an errand. It was a chance to put on real clothes, roll down the 
windows in his BMW, and do some people watching. Anything to stir his senses, awaken his creative juices, 
which he hoped wouldn't ever give out. Use it or lose it, as they say. 


Warm air laden with the fresh, salty perfume of the Pacific wafted through the car as Dave made the short 
drive. The 10s station was playing T. Rex's "Hot Love," a beloved old favorite. Dave could still remember being 
fifteen years old, learning to strum chords along to the seven-inch vinyl single, his hips naturally shimmying 
along to that sexy bass riff. His hips hadn't stopped since. 


He whirled the volume knob to the right. /m her two-pemny prince and I give her hot love. Ah, ah. Take it down 


on me, mama.. 


The rhythm of daily life was off lately, but at least he still had music. Bobbing his head to the infectious beat, 
he mouthed the "/a la la, la la la Ia’ parts and eased his white sedan into the cramped parking lot of the local 
Foodland. 


In Dave's current mindset, Foodland seemed the superior choice over the more suburban Safeway up Highway 
3l, despite it being considerably less grand. It boasted a younger, hipper clientele. In other words, hot young 
nannies who worked for the millionaire owners of the nearby waterfront properties, and scantily clad yoga 


instructors stocking up on organic coconut water. 


All was not well at Foodland A queue of customers stretched along the front windows and disappeared around 
the corner. As Dave ambled up to the entrance, wondering what was going on, he saw a handwritten notice 
taped to the sliding glass door: "To help prevent the spread of Covid-I9, store capacity reduced to 25 


customers at a time." 


"There's a line here, buddy," the hipster doofus at the front of line grumbled, jabbing a thumb at the air over 


his shoulder in a most un-Hawaiian fashion. "And you need to wear a mask." 


eR 


In a brilliant feat of improvisation, Dave devised a face covering from one of his wife's old bikini bottoms he 
found in the trunk of his car. Stretching the vaguely sand-covered, tropical print spandex over his head, he 
positioned the narrowest area of material lengthwise across his nose and mouth. Awkwardly, it also half- 
covered his left eye, but it was the best he could do. He slid his sunglasses back on, crossed through the 


parking lot again, and took his place at the end of the line. 


eR 


Hass Avocados, $5/Each. 


Dave squinted at the sign Have avocados always cost five dollars a piece’, he pondered, giving one an appraising 
squeeze and holding it up to his single available eye. It probably had something to do with supply and demand, 
he determined, happily tossing a week's supply of greenish black specimens into a plastic produce bag. 


eR 


A muted version of Air Supply's “All Out of Love" was serenading Foodland's panic shoppers when Dave came 


upon the deplorably empty shelves in Aisle 8, household paper goods. 


Bloody hell, ‘all out of toilet paper" too, he thought and grudgingly reached for the only remaining option, the 
substandard single-roll Scott, surrendering to wiping his arse with the equivalent of sandpaper for the 


foreseeable future. 


Balsamic vinegar was the last item on Tamar's list, so Dave steered his mini-cart over to Aisle 5-Condiments, 
Dips, Salad Dressings. He felt emboldened to freely admire a pretty young thing, toting her hand basket a few 
steps ahead of him. Anonymous behind the crotch of his wife's swimsuit, his aviators, and a Wailea Blue Golf 
Course baseball cap, Dave might as well have been The Invisible Man. Tamar had been warning him lately not 
to touch his face, for fear of transferring germs, but he couldn't resist. Using one finger, Dave drew his face 


covering away from his spare eye to get a better view. 


Sun-streaked hair flowed over the pretty young thing's bronzed shoulders. Her skirt was like one of those 
barely-there tennis skirts, white, outrageously short, and as fluttery as a handkerchief. Reaching down for a 
bottle of sriracha, she unwittingly displayed a brief yet tantalizing sliver of ass cheek. Dave automatically 
followed her movements and bent down too, even lower, as if to reach an item on the lowest shelf. With a 
curiosity and lust to rival that of any teenage boy, his hungry gaze devoured the sight of sweet arse flesh, as 
ripe and perfect as a summer peach. Free of dimples or blemishes, delicious enough to bite. Compelled, Dave 
followed her like an obedient puppy down the aisle, sparing a couple seconds to locate and grab the requisite 
bottle of balsamic vinegar. 


There was something coy about her movements, a curious tilt to her head, a smoothness in her step. 
Strutting toward the express checkout line, she turned her smiling eyes To Dave and threw him a flirty wink 
so fast he wasn't even sure he'd seen it. 


"Nice face mask," she giggled from beneath her own mask, a lovely, bubbly, girlish sound. 


Much to Dave's delight, she favored him with one final treat. Mid-stride, she reached back to flip up the hem 
of her skirt, just high enough to fully expose her glorious bare backside as she walked, two perky cheeks 


framed by a delicate white g-string. She made it look so effortless, almost incidental, but Dave knew it was 
just for him. And then she was gone. 


Smiling under his makeshift face covering, Dave pushed his cart toward the "ten items or more" lane. Feeling 
magnanimous, he grabbed a bag of Tamar's favorite Jelly Belly 20-Flavor jelly beans from the impulse-buy 
rack. On second thought, struck by a sudden fear of production shortages over yonder at the Jelly Belly 
factory, he grabbed two more bags. 
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Dave sat in his car and let the garage door rumble shut behind him, slowly blocking out the sun until the room 
was enclosed in quiet dimness. Solitude. He knew it would be pointless to linger too long, the garage door clamor 
having no doubt alerted Tamar to his return. With a feeling of vague foreboding, he saw his phone light up 


with a text message. IT seemed no news was good news, lately. 

The incoming message was from "GERS," also known as fellow Iron Maiden guitarist Janick Gers: 

Can you believe if, mate? Gutted 

Dave's fingers sped over the screen to reply. Believe what, mate? 

You didn't get Rod's message? Tours going to be canceled! No gigs whatsoever in 2020 due to this rubbish virus. 


Tour canceled? Dave felt a void open before him, an unknown, unwelcoming hole of nothingness and boredom. He 


sat motionless, listening to the quiet metallic ticking of the Beemer‘s exhaust system as it cooled down. 


The enduring cycle of aloum/tour/aloum/tour had brought continuity and meaning to his life for decades. Dave 
always knew, of course, that the fun had to come to an end sometime. Nothing lasted forever. He just wasn't 
expecting it so soon. All because of some fucking microscopic thing that came out of nowhere like a monster in 


a science fiction story. 


Don't let on fo anyone, Davey, except your missus of course, as it hasn't been announced yet, the voicemail from 


Rod advised. Waiting on the promoters fo the pull the plug first. Might be a few weeks 


Dave noticed that he had two more voicemails, from Steve and Adrian, so far. What was there to say? It 
defied logic. Steve was matter-of-fact optimistic in his brief message, Adrian was stiff-upper-lip and 


philosophical. Wed had a good run there.. 
There was no point in trying to justify it. The tour was off. Everything was off. 
Feeling more like a Fresh Direct deliveryman than a rock star, Dave gathered up the shopping bags from his 


passenger seat and went inside to face reality. At least he still had his adoring wife, mistress of squabbles and 
cuddles alike. And golf. He might not be burning up any stages this summer, but bloody hell, nothing could stop 


him from getting in eighteen holes over at the country club. Dreaming of the eternally emerald green fairway, 
Dave could almost feel the leather-wrapped girth of his trusty -iron in his hand and hear the clean swish of 
its stroke. If he couldn't work hard right now, he'd play hard. 


RK 

Tamar was standing at the kitchen island opening mail when Dave came in, a sheet of paper in her hand. She 
looked pretty, like she'd put on a little makeup. A sweet touch, he thought, considering they were just hanging 
around the house. 

"Oh, hon, l'm afraid | have some bad news." 


No shit, Dave thought. 


"The golf course sent this memo around to all the members. As of today, it's closed until further notice. 


Because of the virus” 
Dave sighed, lifting the grocery bags onto the counter. "Fuck me. What next?" 

"Dave honey, don't put those bags there. They might be contaminated from the store’ 
He dropped them on the floor instead, ‘I've got some bad news, too." 


žk% 


Dinner that night was to be composed from a grey clump of frozen shrimp, cemented together and floating in 
a bowl of water. To Dave, it looked like a tumor awaiting dissection. 


"How about a restaurant?" he asked, pretending he hadn't seen the ugly mass. "We could go to Gannon's." 


‘I'd love to, believe me, but restaurants have been closed since last week, hon," Tamar reminded him. "Why 


don't you pour us each a glass of white wine. I'll need a splash of it for cooking anyway." 
Dave was happy to oblige. Before he could even get a buzz from his first glass, Tamar had a pot of water 
boiling on the stove and a big pan sizzling with butter and oil. Minutes later the grayish ball was transformed 


into a colorful shrimp scampi sitting atop a pile of glossy linguine. 


"Look delicious, Tam." Duly impressed, Dave inhaled the fragrant steam rising from his plate. He speared a 
tender shrimp with his fork and shoved it in his mouth. 


Chewing and nodding in approval, he couldn't help but feel empty, even after a plateful of pasta 


eR 


Unable to decide on a Netflix selection after dinner, they stumbled upon an episode of some mushy hour-long 
drama about a big family plagued by misfortune. Not just a big family, but several generations of a big family. 
It had too many characters and too many time jumps for Dave to follow. He couldn't focus anyway. He had his 


own misfortune to reckon with. 


Lounging on the couch with his Gibson acoustic, Dave cycled through some chord progressions unthinkingly, his 
fret hand meandering up and down the neck. Holding a guitar always made him feel better, helped steady him 
and reminded him who he was. 


"I'm really sorry, honey," Tamar said during a commercial, although Dave could tell she wasn't paying much 


attention to the show either. "| know how you always look forward to going out there and having a good time." 


She thinks I'm just out on the road having a good time, Dave thought. But it's more than good times. It's a way 
of life. 


"Yeah," was all Dave could say. His mind was far away, fantasizing about chartered airplanes, the adventure of 


turning down an unfamiliar street in a foreign city, seeing a different crowd every night, applause, stage lights. 


The emptied bottle of sauvignon blanc sat on the coffee table. Next to it were the hundreds of jumbled pieces 
of a half-constructed jigsaw puzzle depicting Mount Rushmore that had been sitting abandoned for over a 
week Dave felt his body fill with restlessness. This is life now, he figured. Tedious TV shows and jigsaw puzzles 
that were too difficult to finish. 


Tamar nuzzled her cheek against his shoulder and started toying with the frayed threads at the hem of his 


shorts. "You need another blowjob?" 


Dave jolted. Another blowjob? Oh, right, she must be referring to that quickie she gave him last week. It had 


been nice that one, a much-needed release before bedtime after they'd watched a scary movie together. 
He set his guitar aside. "Yeah, that would be terrific, luv." She was already opening his zipper, gazing up at him 
with a tender smile. Dave smiled back and thought for an instant that she was regarding him a bit like how a 


compassionate nurse would mind a difficult patient. 


But then he felt the familiar pleasure, the thickening of his cock inside her mouth, the gentle tugging. He closed 
his eyes. 


It felt good. It felt like just what he needed. 


RK 


Another day in quarantine was complete. Still heavily medicated with sauvignon blanc, Dave stood at the 


bathroom sink, wondering how many more sleeps, how much more toothbrushing, before things got back to 


normal. He had never been particularly good at waiting, and now everything worth waiting for seemed so 


faraway that it might be lost forever. 


Tamar was showering behind him. Before the glass enclosure got too fogged up, Dave saw her pour body wash 
onto a big spongey thing-a loofah, he remembered it was called-and rub it in purposeful circles over the backs 
of her thighs, leaning over, scouring her ass cheeks like she was trying to resurface them. Of course she had 
some cellulite, but Dave had trained himself to ignore it. Peeping at his own wife, he thought and shook his 
head. Better get used to it. 


Times were tough for perverts. 


Dave undressed, got into bed and woke up his phone. He considered indulging in a few gratuitous minutes of 
PornHub, but Tamar was nearly finished bathing. So he checked his email. There was an Amazon shipping 
confirmation for some assorted doodads he'd ordered recently. It was reassuring, even with a killer virus on 
the loose, Amazon deliveries never ceased. One email Dave didn't recognize. Rather ominously, the sender was 


"Abyss Creations." The summary read, Your Order is on Its Way! Hello Dave! Your Michelle is scheduled to shp.. 


Whats a Michelle? Dave thought, and suddenly the memory flashed into his mind like a firecracker. Last 
October, final night of the tour, Santiago, Chile. The hotel bar, afterwards. A drunken discussion of ideas with 
Janick, reminiscing about the good ol' days, an unfinished-business sensation, despite the unquestionable success 


of the tour. They were old married men They didn't cheat anymore. Did they? What about your harem, Davey? 


Dave opened the email. How could he forget? The six-month lead time was nearly up. Order total: $7,219.90. 
He'd bought another sex doll. 


To be continued. 


The Thrill of H All 


Author's Notes: 
If you like reading about sex dolls, this is the chapter for you! 


On Day 35 of the lockdown, Dave woke up sprawled on his back in an empty bed. He blinked dozily up at the 
palm-leaf ceiling fan, his eyes following the rotation of a single slow-moving blade. With the enthusiasm of a 
sloth, Dave hauled himself into a semi-upright position and experienced a sensation of nostalgia for his teenage 
years. It wasn't entirely unpleasant. He was alone. He'd overslept, yet still had time on his hands. There was a 
loving, middle-aged woman downstairs with a list of chores for him to do. All he needed to complete the 
boyhood memory were a "Jimi Hendrix Plays Royal Albert Hall" poster on the wall and a pile of dirty band 


shirts on the floor. 


Despite his lack of purpose, Dave felt safe. Any fear he'd had of himself or Tamar actually developing Covid-I4 
had faded, considering their self-imposed quarantine had far outlasted the virus's reported incubation period. 

But he was undeniably bored. And horny. Now that he thought of it, this was a rather curious side-effect of 
the lockdown-feeling like a restless sixteen-year-old again, punished with house arrest-and all he wanted to do 


was play guitar and watch people fuck. 


This state of affairs had surprised Dave with a gift that was not going unappreciated. His sexual urges had 
been intensified lately. Idleness was indeed the root of mischief, he thought. A downward glance at the sheet- 
draped protrusion between his legs confirmed it once again. His erections had been downright humongous lately, 
and they were occurring like clockwork every morning, sometimes even after naps, just like when he was a 


teenager. 


Keeping one ear out for footsteps on the stairs, Dave snatched up his iPhone from the bedside table and tip- 
tapped his thumb through the well-known sequence that awakened the browser where he kept Pornhub open. 
His cock throbbed with a persistence that warned him he'd better come soon, or else his balls would be 


uncomfortable for the rest of the day. 


Before he could click on any videos, a text message popped up to block his view. Reflexively, he moved to swipe 
it from the screen but stopped when he noticed the sender: Abyss Creations. The skilled craftsmen who had 
designed and built The Michelle. Some more news about her whereabouts, Dave hoped, and opened the message, 


his heartbeat quickening. 


It wasn't a tracking number, yet, just a friendly update to let him know that his "Body-F Real Doll-2 model” 


was preparing for shipment and would be arriving via FedEx. 


Dave didn't like to think of them as “dolls.” Dolls were girls’ playthings, and Michelle was definitely not a 
plaything most girls would have any interest in. She was't a babydoll or a Barbie. But she was a toy. Something 


to buy and possess, not so unlike his guitars, or the set of world-class golf clubs he kept in his locker at the 
country club. If he were being honest, he supposed she was just an extremely convoluted and expensive jerk- 
off device. All in good fun! Women had been using sex toys for ages, why should men have to deny 


themselves? 


The text message contained a link to the order details, so he clicked on it, driven by a giddy impulse to preview 
the goods one last time before "meeting" Michelle face to face. He scrolled through the spec sheet, past the 
oddly industrial-looking schematics illustrating Michelle's weight and dimensions, down to the photographs of her 
face and body. Dave felt like a kid about to tear through the wrapping paper on the biggest prezzie under the 
Christmas tree. Michelle was certainly the Rolls Royce of sex dolls, or “love dolls," as the Real Doll website 
touted. 


Dave knew she wasn't "real," of course, despite her brand name, but he felt an incipient sexiness, almost as if 


he were getting ready for a hot date. 


She was five-foot, four inches tall on tip toe. Her measurements were a voluptuous but just-shy-of- 
cartoonish 32F-24-36. Dave hadn't hesitated to shell out eight hundred dollars extra to increase her breasts 
by one cup size beyond what came with her standard body type. Her name was Michelle because "Michelle" 
was the face type Dave had selected from among thirty-two alluring options, a choice that somehow came 
easily to him. It was almost as if her presence had found him, her oval face peering out from among the 
crowd of other prototypes like a familiar figure, seducing him. Perhaps she was the likeness of a bird he had 
once shagged? Over the years, Dave had certainly met more than his fair share of Michelles-and blondes, for 
that matter, his preference since he was a boy. Accordingly, affixed to Michelle's silicone scalp was the 
lightest champagne-blond hair Abyss Creations offered, in style 114, long and wavy with a thick layer of side- 
swept bangs that made her look like she'd just tumbled out of bed. Another easy choice had been her 
absinthe-green eyes, with a fifty-dollar add-on for "high-realism" eyeballs. 


Dave scrolled quickly past the details about the eye makeup he'd tentatively picked out for her. Doubting what 
he might fancy, he went with the standard "medium" black eyeliner, long black lashes, plus a plum eyeshadow 
he added on a whim. Unexpectedly, selecting the lipstick had been much more fun. Even now, scrolling down to 
the closeup of Michelle's mouth, Dave felt the same excitement he had six months ago when he'd expanded the 
image of the "hot pink" lips, plumped and parted so sensually. Contrary to the description, they weren't hot pink 
at all, but a soft rose. And the lips looked so wet They weren't, of course, not yet, but the illusion was 


incredibly real. It made Dave's already stiff cock twitch to think of pressing himself inside that tarty mouth. 


And then there was the really fun stuff, all the way at the end, the prospectus of Michelle's nipples and cunt. 
On the spec sheet the latter was noted as "custom labia." Smiling like a fool, Dave slid two fingers under the 
head of his cock and slowly rubbed himself as he reviewed the details of Michelle's private parts. From among 
a delectable smorgasbord of nipples, he'd chosen the "Perky-3" in blush, which were erect but not obscenely 
so, with a cute, gentle uplift to them. A custom extra, they'd cost an additional one-hundred-fifty dollars, and 
worth every penny. Dave scrolled further down, his fingers tingling. He could still remember his depraved 
delight at browsing the vast array of pussies available. The outer lips came in one standard shape, but the 


inner lips were customizable. There were dointy ones, meaty ones, some wide open like the petals of a flower, 


some small and tight like a pea-pod. Dave couldn't remember how he ultimately arrived at his selection, 
because he loved them all. He enlarged the photo of his choice, Type E, which had lips that seemed to smile at 
him, a sweet pink curve with just a touch of fleshiness, and an adorable little nub of a clit peeking out at the 
top. It was similar to Dave's memory of Tamar's pussy, delicate yet eager, back when she'd been twenty years 
old and practically untouched. Oh, how modest and shy she'd been when he begged for a closer look at her 


cunt, in the light, again and again. 


From the four common varieties of pubic hair on the menu, Dave had reluctantly chosen "trimmed," although 
he would've preferred just a wisp of hair, something in between trimmed and shaved. It was shameful, he 
knew, but his tendencies were for the attributes he'd come to rely on in porn videos. He gave his cock a few 
gentle tugs and felt a surge of pleasure. But he didn't want to come to a spec sheet of Michelle's components. 
He'd paid a small fortune, might as well save up his bodily fluids and give the merchandize a thorough tryout. 
Exercising the discipline of a man serving a life sentence, Dave stopped touching himself and headed for the 


bathroom. 


His thoughts now turning toward logistics, Dave considered his shipping address, which under no circumstances 
could be his own home. Such was the impossibility of Tamar ever signing for a wooden crate containing a sex 
doll at their front door. No, his wife would not take kindly to sharing her bed, and her husband, with a life- 
sized "love doll" Some women might be into that sort of thing, but not Tamar. 


The shipping address currently on the order belonged to a condo in Honolulu, a nice one-bedroom Dave had 
bought for his daughter to live in while at university, but which had been vacant since her graduation. Vacant, 
except for the two older-model Real Dolls that Dave kept there, hanging in the bedroom closet from bolts in 
their necks, their heads removed and stored in cloth bags at their feet. The Honolulu condo was just one of 
several "safe havens" that Dave maintained around the State of Hawaii. His best buddy Miguel's house up the 
road in Lahaina was another. And even closer, a third hiding place was the trusty Wailea Blue country club 
right behind Dave's house, a place of business (and leisure), but whose owner, Bill, was a very sympathetic and 


accommodating chap when it came to helping out his valued customers. 

Dave staggered mid-step when he realized that none of these locations were going to work this time. There 
was a damned global pandemic going on. Intra-island flights were canceled until further notice, so there'd be no 
island hopping. Good old Miguel Martinez had escaped weeks ago to his son's house in California, and, fuck, was 
nothing sacred.. the country club was still closed 


Dave stepped into his marble-enclosed shower and turned up the heat. He had to think, to connive. 


To be continued. 


Look Out, ‘Cause Here She Comes 


Author's Notes: 
If you enjoy backstory about sex dolls, this is the chapter for you! (Hat tip to Metalchick36 for the line about 
Janick, hehe) 


By five pm, Dave was beginning to wish he'd never ordered the Michelle. She was perfect, real, wrapped in 
styrofoam by now and probably shipping out any minute, a seven-thousand dollar liability. But he was no closer 
to determining where to have her rerouted. He cursed the bad timing of Covid-I9, and the absurd predicament 
he'd gotten himself into. Dave had been blessed with several special talents in life, but solving problems under 


pressure wasn't one of them. 


Tamar had dutifully fixed him a margarita for "happy hour," an hour which seemed to creep earlier each day, 
and the alcohol was enfeebling his brain. Maybe he should just have the bloody sex doll delivered to the house, 
consequences be damned. He could pretend he had no idea where it came from. What on earth is this 
monstrosity? Dave! | thought youd gotten over these stupid things! Luv, you don't understand. It's a mistake. It's 
a joke. A gag gift from Janick Gers to lighten the mood of quarantine. 


"Did you put a whole bottle of tequila in these drinks, luv?" Dave asked, his lips starting to numb. He couldn't 
blame her if she had. Tamar was sunbathing in the chaise lounge next to him, her face obscured in the 


shadow of a floppy black sunhat. 


Dave figured Tamar had reached the point in their imprisonment where she was pretending to be deaf. Either 
that or she had nodded off. It was only natural. This was the longest uninterrupted time they'd ever spent 
together. There was nobody else on earth he'd rather be quarantined with-making the best of it with his 
sweet Tam-but, the inherent reality was that they had no choice. Nobody wanted this. 


What Dave wanted was Michelle. He didn't know why, but sometimes he just felt the urge to sink his cock into 
something.. else. Something that wasn't Tamar. It was a sick compulsion, but he couldn't help it. Of course, 
usually it was actual, living flesh that drove him to lustful acts. Occasionally a prostitute, someone he could 
ask to do the things he could never ask Tamar to do. But Dave was a rockstar. Most women didn't need to be 


asked. They offered. 


Sex and performing on stage were the two things that made Dave feel alive. And he wasn't expecting to see a 
stage anytime soon. Licking traces of margarita salt from his lips, he glanced over at his wife's grapefruit- 
sized tits, gently rising and falling inside the moulded cups of her swimsuit as she breathed. A wild, crude 
question sprang into Dave's head, which he yearned to blurt out but didn't. Do you ever feel horny, Tam? When 
she was younger, she'd been hot and ready for him, indisputably, almost every time he wanted it. Dave 
couldn't pinpoint the exact moment his sex life declined, but, like a pretty face that gradually becomes old, it 


did. Womanly hormonal changes were a mystery that he had never concerned himself with. Dave wasn't 
exactly the same as he'd been twenty years ago, either, or even ten years ago, but he was still a man; he had 


needs. 


One thing Dave was certain of, even horny women didn't suffer as he'd suffered. It was a sickness. His heart 

was thudding in his chest from it. He felt like he was tied to railroad tracks, unable to think, the roar of the 

train bearing down on him. There was a peculiar excitement to it, though, one he felt growing stronger as the 
sun warmed the fabric of his swim trunks, engulfing his cock and balls in a delightful heat. 


He thought again about Michelle's blank yet bewitching gaze and longed to take another scroll through her 
specs, to daydream about fucking her factory-fresh orifices.. but Dave vowed not to grant himself one more 


look at that email again, not until he'd formulated a plan. 
He hadn't always been like this, scheming over a slab of silicone. 


The first sex doll Dave ever encountered had been a flimsy, inflatable vinyl thing with a laughably circular 
mouth frozen in a convenient "0" shape, just wide enough to admit an erect penis. Back in July 1981, ex-lron 
Maiden singer and prankster Paul Di'Anno had stolen it from a Times Square sex shop, blown it up with his own 
drunken lungs, and thrown it into Dave's hotel bathtub for a laugh. They'd called her "Judy," a name they 
decided was suitably lowbrow and American-sounding. There was nothing arousing about her whatsoever, but in 
the middle of the night, after a few beers, Dave's nocturnal hard-on found pleasure in the squeeze of a 


rubber orifice that he discovered the next morning had been Judy's asshole. 


The 80s rolled by in a blur of alcohol and excess. Dave was too busy getting laid to think about sex dolls. But 
nothing lasts forever. Bruce Dickinson and Adrian Smith, two-thirds of Iron Maiden's songwriting muscle, left 
the band in the early 40s and suddenly Dave's worldview was a little less cheery. Heavy metal fell on hard 
times. Sometime in 1998, after an especially demoralizing performance at some piddly "hall" or "theater" in 
Cleveland, Ohio, Dave was drowning his sorrows and taking advantage of the free HBO in his room when he 
stumbled upon a reality show about Real Dolls. At first he scoffed at the customers, lonely, pathetic blokes, 
cuddling their dolls all over the house, dressing them up in ladies’ clothes, talking to them. But the Real Doll 
design and manufacturing process was fascinating to watch. Stainless steel joints underwent adjustments to 
ensure the doll would be able to bend as naturally as a real woman. The skin was unblemished by visible seams 
between parts (because she was "real"!). A miniature wig of pubic hair was painstakingly applied with tweezers 
above the parted lips of a startlingly realistic-looking pussy. And then, of course, there was the sex, which the 
show depicted as soft-core porn, prohibited as they were from showing an erect phallus on screen. The same 
gentlemen who had seemed like such losers playing house with their dollies at the beginning of the episode 
were now enjoying themselves tremendously, fucking their silicone mistresses with passion and abandon. After 
the coitus was complete, one of the customers swore his doll's pussy felt even better than a real pussy. (Had 
the geezer ever felt a real one? Dave wondered. But still, he was intrigued. What could feel better than real 
pussy?) Dave had to admit, the dolls were beautiful enough to create an illusion, and real enough to turn him 
on. He was only human. Succumbing to his vices yet again, he pleasured himself that night before bed, albeit a 


bit mecharically. 


By the early 2000s, life had changed yet again. Incredibly, Bruce and Adrian both rejoined Iron Maiden and the 
good times resumed. Dave lost a little hair over the next decade but then had a procedure and got some back. 
He bought a boat, fulfilling a lifelong dream. He took a chance on a "realistic" mid-priced sex doll from China, 
but lost interest after a few weeks and quietly abandoned it in a 1-Eleven dumpster near the airport. Two Real 
Dolls followed, Samantha, and then Jade. They were first-rate, a fun diversion for a while-but a mere imitation 


of the real thing, in which Dave continued to indulge whenever he had the opportunity. 


Then, one day in 2013, after years of nearly unobstructed debauchery, the clock finally ticked down and hit 
zero when Tamar gave Dave a vicious ultimatum-either he could learn to control himself, or he could get out 
(and say goodbye to fifty percent of his assets while he was at it). Her stricken, tear-streaked face was an 
indictment of every questionable act he'd ever committed. He'd be good from now on, he promised, pleaded 
forgiveness, and even cried a little himself. Six weeks later, they renewed their wedding vows, and six months 
after that, Dave ordered a twelve-pound "Deluxe Half Torso," a silicone pussy and asshole with an arse and 
hips, but absent any limbs or upper body to get in the way. Before he'd even gotten a chance to play with it, 
Tamar found it hidden under their bed and shrieked so loudly it was as if she'd uncovered a real human torso. 
Failing to see the humor in her husband having bought such a "hideous contraption," as she put it, Tamar 
confiscated his new toy and sent Dave to the doghouse for the night. Luckily for Dave, the doghouse in his 
case was his 40-foot cruiser that was docked at the yacht club, not too shabby. Tamar never mentioned the 
Half Torso again, and Dave never inquired into its no-doubt unfortunate fate. He thought she'd be more 
understanding; after all, he wasn't having an affair, he'd just bought a little something to entertain himself 
with. 


Dave drained his margarita glass, chuckling, recalling the look of exaggerated revulsion on Tamar's face as she'd 
confronted the fake-yet-real pussy on his doomed Half Torso. This is vile. You never change, Dave. You need a 
doctor! | can't look at you right now, she'd insisted, pushing him away when he'd tried to comfort her. Go on, 
you can sleep on the Helter Skelter tonight! 


Just like that, the solution to Dave's shipping address problem hit him with such obviousness that he jolted. He 
snatched up his phone, a bead of sweat rolling into the crook of his arm as he raced to access his order 
details. The "edit shipping" button was still available, thank god. He deleted the letters and numbers of the 
Honolulu condo address one by one, and started typing a new one: Kiloa~Makena Yacht Club, I5 Kea Lani Road, Sip 
3, Wailea, Maui, Hawaii He Googled the marina to double-check his spelling. Even after being a citizen of Hawaii 
for over thirty years, spelling its exotic native words correctly was not Dave's strong suit, especially after a 


boozy margarita. 


Relieved, he sprang out of his chaise and took a running leap, cannonballing into the deep end of his pool with a 
triumphant splash. Everything was resolved, his dirty secret vouchsafed. Tomorrow morning, Michelle would 
begin her one-way journey from the Real Doll headquarters in San Marcos, California, to Honolulu, then on to 


Maui, and finally, to the Helter Skelter, Dave's Sunseeker luxury power boat. 


Ribbed and Nubby 


Author's Notes: 

Had a lot of trouble getting Dave "off the couch," so to speak, in this story, but then really went to town 
Deleted huge chunks and it's still long. After so much buildup, a hasty payoff would've seemed out of 
proportion. Thanks to whoever read and enjoyed this story. 


One day before Michelle arrived in Maui, Iron Maiden officially canceled their 2020 European summer tour. The 
bad news was posted online and within an hour, a few music media outlets had spread the word on Facebook 
and Instagram, as well. Tamar saw it on her phone first thing in the morning, and made a sympathetic noise 
through her nostrils. 


"Oh, honey. Did you know Rod would announce it today?" 


Living half a world away, in a time zone eleven hours behind band headquarters in London, Dave was always the 
last to know, often waking up to important announcements that had already been made hours earlier. In this 
case, however, it wasn't much more than the confirmation of an already known international disappointment, 


one of many. No surprise. But Dave felt the sting, again, and groaned. 
"No, | didn't know." 


He reached for his phone, too, not to wallow in the news, but to satisfy his early-morning craving to check on 
Michelle's tracking history. She had made substantial progress overnight, he saw, having been scanned for 


arrival in Honolulu at 5:21 am, nearly four hours ago. Next stop, Dave figured, would be a cargo plane bound 


for Maui. 


But wait, incoming flights weren't being permitted! Alarmed, Dave felt his heart jerk under his ribs. He swung 
his naked legs out of bed and almost made a dash toward the door, compelled to swim all the way to Honolulu 


to retrieve Michelle, if necessary. 


Maui was still locked up, closed to visitors, and would remain so for the foreseeable future, as the local 
newspeople seemed to take some pleasure in reminding residents every day in their incessant broadcasts. 
Quickly, Dave opened his Google app and typed, "Are FedEx planes allowed to land in Maui?" He sighed in relief to 
see that the answer was affirmative, and then laughed at himself for being so dense. Of course FedEx was still 


making deliveries. How else was everybody getting all their stuff? 


Maui might be closed to human visitors, but not to Real Dolls, the next-best thing, Dave thought, chuckling 
inwardly. He clicked on Michelle's tracking number one more time and saw that the history had just gained an 


additional event. Departure scan, 418 am. Dave's heart lurched again, from excitement this time. 


Now that Michelle's arrival was imminent, Dave realized he had something else to worry about. She was being 
delivered to his boat slip at the marina. What excuse did a rockstar on hiatus have to visit the yacht club 
alone, and furthermore, to linger there for an hour or two? He couldn't exactly tell Tamar he was going out 
marlin fishing with the guys. That excuse didn't even go over very well under normal circumstances, let alone 
during a pandemic. Maybe he could fabricate a little white lie about the Helter Skelter having some urgent 


maintenance issue. 


Deep in thought, wondering why he hadn't planned this part out better, Dave barely noticed that Tamar had 
turned on the TV until he heard the word "hurricane.." 


"My god, what's next?" Tamar clapped her hands to her cheeks. "First coronavirus, and now a hurricane!" 


A suntanned weatherman arched his eyebrows, advising viewers with delight that Hurricane Douglas was 
making a rapid southeastern approach. Our beautiful islands rarely encounter major hurricanes, but when they do, 
it can be devastating! Hurricane Douglas is now category three and will be passing our way early Sunday morning. If 
you have deck furniture, bring it inside! If you have a boat, haul it ashore! Mahalo! 


Tamar turned her wide-eyed face to Dave. "Oh no, hon, what about your boat?" 
"Yes, what about my boat," he echoed. 


Extraordinary. Another uncanny solution, fallen right into his lap, a perfect excuse to pay an emergency visit 
to his boat. He couldn't have masterminded such a fantastic alibi himself if he'd had all year. For authenticity, 
first, he would have to make a "phone-y call," to the marina. The manager of the marina, Chuck Bozza, a 
cigar-chomping womanizer himself, was not only a buddy of Dave's, but a bit of a con artist, as well. It sure 
was good to have a rich social life and a collection of useful friends in Maui. 


"Can't fight the weather. Pointless, really," Dave suggested, trying not to sound too chipper about it. "I'd better 
give Chuck a call down at the yacht club." 


Dave had no intention of having the Helter Skelter hauled ashore, a large-scale mechanical operation that 
wouldn't even require his presence. No, he needed to attend to this situation personally. He supposed it was 
possible that a massive storm surge could lift his boat so high that the dock lines would snap and she'd be 
swept out to sea, even if he loosened them, but that was a risk he would have to take. Like the weatherman 


said, major hurricanes were rare in Hawaii. 


When Tamar went to the bathroom, Dave waited for the familiar trickling sound of her pee hitting the toilet 
water before springing into action. He rapped his middle finger against his phone, pretending to dial, and then 
held its cool screen to his cheek. Feeling a bit silly, he waited a few beats and then launched into a credible 
impression of himself, greeting Chuck and asking him for his expert advice on how to prepare for the 
impending storm. Another absurd silence followed. Dave's heart rate began to quicken. "Uh-huh, yeah, I'll be 
sure to do that," he said into the darkened glass face of his phone. The butterflies in his stomach gave his 
voice just the right hint of genuine concern, he thought. "Alright, mate. l'Il pop down later, or, maybe 


tomorrow, to let out those dock lines." Completing the charade with realism, he thumped his finger down as if 


to end the call. 
He'd brief the real Chuck on the game plan later via text message. 


Tamar emerged from the bathroom looking resigned. "You be careful over there, honey.” She'd heard him. 


"Don't stop in the saloon Just take care of what you have to take care of on the boat and leave." 


"Oh, | will," Dave mused, already considering the logistics of maneuvering a box containing an eighty-pound doll 


into the cabin of his boat in broad daylight. 


Dave strode into the walk-in closet and pulled a pair of fresh white briefs from his side of the double dresser. 
Natural chemicals were flooding his bloodstream, preparing him to complete the plan that he'd set into motion. 
He paused in front of the full-length mirror out of habit, contemplating his nude body, especially his cock, 
which seemed to plump and grow longer right in front of his eyes. For the first time since the lockdown 


started, Dave felt exhilarated. 


eR 


Another homemade happy hour had come and gone before Dave saw that Michelle had finally touched down at 
Kahului Airport, a mere twenty minutes from his house. The tracking was updated at 6:45 pm: Awaiting 
Arrival Feeling a bit drunk, Dave winced at the implication He knew he wouldn't be able to unite with her until 
he saw the word: Delivered 


Tamar must've been feeling tipsy, too, because suddenly she began to prance around the coffee table, 
brandishing her wine glass and singing along to a horrible TV commercial for TD Bank. "Rhythm is a dancer, it's 
a soul companion." What she lacked in voice she made up for in sincerity. Giggling, she hiked her gauzy house 


dress up past her thighs, high enough to reveal a pair of blue and green tie-dye panties. 
"Take it off, luv," Dave said, emboldened by her spontaneous, erotic dance. "Show me your tits." 


Finally, something interesting was happening. He'd been saving up his juices for Michelle, but discovered that he 


was ready to make love, now. 


Tamar laughed, flopping her left tit out of the neckline of her dress, but then stuffing it back in like it had 
been an accident. Her round bottom continued to rotate around the room. It looked like the planet earth spinning 
under a white umbrella 


Dave, realizing that she hadn't taken his request seriously, decided it was alright. He'd give her one sooner or 


later. And anyway, he had a sure thing coming. 


The long-awaited event, Delivered, finally concluded the tracking history at 1:50 pm, and there was nothing 
Dave could do about it. He had no choice but to let Michelle wait until tomorrow. Before he drifted off to sleep 


that night, he thought about her, bouncing along on a FedEx deliveryman's hand cart as he roamed the docks, 
searching for Slip 3I in the setting sun, totally unaware of the remarkable instrument of pleasure enclosed 


inside the box he was delivering. 


eR 


Friday in Maui was a model of tropical perfection, sweet smelling, hot, with barely a cloud in the sky. Hurricane 
Douglas was still hundreds of miles away. The temperature had already hit eighty degrees by nine am, and 
Dave had to hurry. Even though he understood that silicone was highly heat resistant, he was still having 
unpleasant visions of Michelle's synthetic flesh slowly melting as her shipping box sat unattended in the blazing 


sun. 
"Gotta run," he puffed, crouching to tie his sneakers, keys in hand, 

"| don't see why you have to go right now, all of a sudden. You were supposed to go yesterday. What happened 
to that?" Tamar asked, buttering half a toasted English muffin. "Anyway, the hurricane's not even coming until 


Sunday morning.” 


"Well now they're saying it might come tomorrow afternoon,’ Dave ventured, slipping on his sunglasses so she 


wouldn't see his lying eyes. "Better safe than sorry. It'll only take an hour or two." 


Tamar inserted two drippy over-easy eggs between the English muffins and handed them to him inside a 
folded napkin. "Well, okay, hon. Go take care of your boat ropes, or whatever they are. But don't get any ideas." 


Dave jumped a little. "Ideas?" She couldn't possibly be onto him. A sex doll rendezvous at the yacht club? It 


was preposterous, even for him. 


‘| mean, don't get any wild ideas about taking the boat out for a spin. You shouldn't be out on the water all 


alone, honey, especially with a storm coming.” 


Dave wasn't exactly the most seaworthy captain to ever take the helm, it was true. He used the Helter Skelter 


mostly for boozing, socializing—and other waterfront recreational activities. "Don't worry, Tam. I'll be back soon" 
She gave him a kiss on the cheek. "Remember to wear your mask." 


eR 


From the traffic light a block away from the Kiloa-Makena Yacht Club, Dave could see the masts of sailboats 
reaching up above the palm trees, some bare, some tipped with small, colorful flags. On a typical morning, the 
sidewalks would already be busy with locals and tourists, the sound of inboard motors growling in the distance. 


Since the lockdown, it had become practically deserted, a Maui for locals only. 


Impatient for the light to turn green, Dave realized how pent-up he'd been since the quarantine started, the 


sensation having worsened daily, like an itch he couldn't reach. About ready to burst, he revved his BMW's 
eight-cylinder engine and felt a surge of power reverberate through the gas pedal, into the ball of his foot, 
and all the way up his leg. Despite Tamar's warning not to take the Helter Skelter out for a spin, Dave suddenly 
felt a twitchy urge to untie the lines, open the throttle and set sail with his Michelle, away from coronavirus, 


the lockdown, and the entire tiresome ordeal. 


Finally, he turned into the gravel parking lot and headed to his private parking space. Before getting out of the 
car, Dave happily stashed his surgical mask in the glove department, pointless as it would be to wear it on his 
own boat. 


Striding down the main dock, Dave felt a pleasurable prickle spread over the back of his neck. Michelle was 
waiting for him on his boat. Squinting, he tried to make out the shape of a small person-sized box on the deck 
of the Helter Skelter, which he could see near the end of the dock now, its sexy black hull unique among a row 
of white and blue vessels. Passing by the slip of an older model trawler, Dave caught sight of a fellow off- 


hours seafarer relaxing on board and downing what looked like a forty-ounce. 
"Aloha," saluted the bearded mariner. 


"Good morning," Dave mumbled, eager to get going, but then noticed an abundance of frosty ones in the man's 
ice-filled cooler. Very tempting, considering Dave hadn't thought to bring any refreshments for himself, and he 
had some thirsty work ahead of him. "Can ya spare one of those, mate?" 


"Oh yah. It's Miller time," the geezer responded amiably, and hurled to Dave a can of what turned out to be 
Yuengling. 


"Mahalo, mate," Dave replied, satisfied to be on a no-name basis with his amiable neighbor. 


He resisted the urge to wet his whistle right then and there and continued down the dock. With each step now, 


he became increasingly aware of his cock, half hard and hanging heavily between his legs. 


As Dave approached the stern of his boat, he saw an elongated wooden crate, which looked vaguely like a 
coffin, laying on the swim platform, a mere foot or two away from the lapping waters of the deep blue Pacific. 
"Fuck's sake," he sighed, and hurried to embark. 


When all was said and done, he'd been too embarrassed to explain to Chuck that he was expecting a sex doll 
delivery, so instead, he'd told him that he'd ordered a new bilge pump, and asked Chuck to accept the package, 
which he evidently did. And, unsurprisingly, deposited it in the appropriate area for such an item. 


Not wanting Michelle to suffer an accidental burial at sea before they'd even had a chance to get acquainted, 
Dave first tossed his unopened beer onto the cushioned bench that wrapped around the deck and then leapt 
from the dock onto the swim platform, grabbing the railing for balance. Squatting down next to the box, he 
tested its weight and found that it was just as terrifically heavy as he knew it would be. With a single heave, 
he was able to hoist it upright and lean it against the steps that ascended from the swim platform to the 


main deck Dave figured it would be easier to push from below than pull from above. Summoning all the 
strength of his legs, he found he could scoot it just high enough to gain some leverage. A few good pushes and 
Michelle would be solidly on board. 


Just as Dave was setting his hands at the splintery corners of the box, the platform beneath his feet began 
to rock back and forth as the wake from another boat passed underneath. Feeling like he was trying to beat 
some crazy carnival game, he pressed his cheek to the rough wood, stabilizing the crate with his upper body 


while his legs did the balancing. As he waited for the waves to dissipate, he felt the subtle shift of Michelle's 
body inside the box. He couldn't wait to break her free and be alone with her. 


It took four boosts to lift Michelle all the way into the boat, each one a searing agony to Dave's back. The box 
felt like it weighed five hundred pounds. By the third push, the pain in his back was stealing his breath. He'd 
pay for this tomorrow, he thought, willfully ignoring the part of his brain that told him he was being 
ridiculous, a pervert having another midlife crisis. He hoped that his friendly boat neighbor wouldn't notice him 
struggling and offer to help. "So, whats in the box, captain?" 


A final shove with his shoulder sent the crate skidding past the top step and onto the main deck. Dave 
scrambled up the steps, stepped over Michelle's crate, and headed straight for the door to the boat's interior, 
unlocking it and rolling it up as high as it would go. Hoping the rough edges of the box wouldn't scratch the 
fiberglass deck, he used his foot to push it the short distance to the door, over the threshold, and then let it 
tip gently past the precipice of the first of three carpeted stairs until it slid down to the cabin floor with a 
soft thunk, thunk, thunk 


The cabin was insufferably hot, as it always was after the boat had been sitting in the sun, so Dave spent a 
few minutes opening all the hatches and vents to let in a cross-island breeze. For the first time in months, he 
was truly alone. The sensation of relief was similar to how he felt when he was away on tour, entering the 


quiet of a luxury hotel suite, peace and privacy restored. 


Cracking open his beer, Dave noticed with a laugh that the kind folks at Abyss Creations had thought to include 
a miniature crowbar, taped to the side of the box. No, a mere box cutter wouldn't have sufficed here. Kneeling, 
he worked the crowbar diligently around the edges of the box, loosening each nail until the lid released After 


weeks and weeks of quarantine, finally, he was doing something productive! 


Dave sat back on his heels and swallowed a mouthful of Yuengling, and then another, savoring the anticipation. 


Finally he pushed the lid aside. And there she was. 


He uttered a little yelp, as if he'd just uncovered the grisly contents of a tomb. In fact, he was startled at 
what he saw; a body, and Michelle's dismembered head sitting in between her own legs. Of course, they'd 


shipped her that way on purpose, to economize on shipping by cramming her into a shorter box. 


Not wanting to contemplate his long-awaited dream doll in such a bizarrely disassembled state for too long, 
Dave grabbed her head like a soccer ball and felt around for the magnets in her neck that would connect it to 


her body. Until she was intact and complete, she was just a mannequin. He swept some blond hair out of the 


way and heard the magnets snap together with a reassuring clack. Her green eyes seemed instantly to take on 


a different characteristic, one almost of consciousness, a very effective illusion 
Now Dave could regard his new toy. 


Captivated by the lifelike glimmer in Michelle's eyeballs, Dave brought his face nearer to hers and marveled at 
the craftsmanship, almost expecting her to blink This was the first time he'd been this close to a humanoid 
face other than his wife's since the lockdown had started, and he was fascinated. Michelle's silicone complexion 
was perfect, devoid of wrinkles, but not plasticky, with a wholesome flush that seemed to bloom from within. 
The corners of her eyes and even the dainty tunnels of her nostrils seemed to be tinged by the pinkish hue of 


real viscera. But no breath came from her mouth, those glossy, parted lips that never had to close. 


Enough casual observation. This wasn't an art gallery. Dave needed to get her onto the bed. He scooped her up 
by the armpits in a flurry of shredded packing paper, and was thrown so off balance he nearly toppled 
backwards. He wrenched something in his back again, but this time he barely noticed. 


"You're a heavy little thing, aren't you?" Dave grunted. He hadn't intended to talk to her, but it just came out. 


After nine weeks of lockdown, he found it was a novelty to speak intimately to someone other than his spouse. 


With Michelle folded tightly in his arms, he walked her backwards, through the galley and toward the built-in 
"captain's" bed at the bow of the boat. He hadn't even gotten a good look at her tits yet, but he could feel 
them pressing into his chest, and could smell her clean, faintly chemical aroma Her body was deliciously warm 
from having been in the sun for several hours, an effect so authentic that Dave's cock began to react. He 


hoped her body heat would last, because it would make the sex more realistic. 


Squatting in an attempt to spare his back, he deposited Michelle safely onto the bed and into the brightness 


cascading in from the opened bow hatch above. 
First things first. He wanted to look at her body. Dave loved to look. 


She wasn't in a very alluring position at the moment, her limbs still rigid from being forced flat in the shipping 
crate, so Dave crawled atop her and dragged her to a pile of pillows that were scattered at the head of the 
bed. Straddling her, he gave her arm an experimental twist, lowering it across her abdomen. There was an 


almost humanlike tension in her body when he bent her knees, arched her back, spread her legs. 


One custom detail that Dave had somehow overlooked during the ordering process, he suddenly realized, was 
Michelle's attire. He'd simply failed to select any clothing or lingerie for her, so she'd been given the default 
coverup, a white Abyss Creations tank top that had been sliced into a crop top, and a matching white string 
bikini. Dave wished he'd had the wherewithal to have picked out a brassiere for her, at least, it would've been 
easier to remove. Eager to expose her, he yanked the useless shirt all the way up to her chin, a tantalizingly 


lifelike jiggle passing through her breasts as his hand grazed them. 


She was just what he wanted. Big, round tits, narrow waist, and a flat stomach-the type of perfect body that 


always made his dick hard. Pink as candy, her nipples looked exactly like they had in the photos, two pert little 
nubbins, manufactured for his enjoyment. Like an excitable kid copping his first righteous feel, he squeezed 
them enthusiastically, pinching and pulling while he palmed the underside of her flawless silicone titties. They 
were stupendous; heavy and soft, almost fleshy. He wondered briefly if they were hollow.. or filled with 
something? Unable to stop himself, Dave squeezed her nipples again, and again, over and over, each squeeze 
sending a surge of blood to his cock. He knew it was just his imagination, but her nipples seemed to grow 
stiffer, redder. Had he been giving Tamar such rough treatment, by now she would've demanded that he quit 
fiddling around with her tits already, that it was too much, and he should just get on with it. But Michelle 
would never swat him away. Flattening his right hand, he let the peak of her nipple trace light circles around 


his palm until it gave him goosebumps. 


"You're getting me very excited," Dave said, despite himself. Now that he'd broken the ice, what else might he 
say? 


He could feel his erection pressing against the inside of his shorts. Before getting undressed, he dashed back to 
the entry stairs where he'd left his beer and swilled down a few more gulps. Something small and blue was 
nestled among the packing detritus left inside the crate, he noticed. As soon as he touched it, he knew what it 
was. The essential item that he himself had forgotten to bring; a complimentary three-ounce bottle of 


Bodyglide personal lubricant. And it had been warmed by the sun, too, just as Michelle had been 


Hurrying back to her, lube in hand, Dave felt a sense of passion, a flutter in his belly that was familiar but 
had been suppressed for months. A singleminded pursuit ruled his actions now. If he'd ever had a reason to lie 


and connive, he couldn't remember it. 


Suddenly Dave couldn't stand his shirt, his shorts, his underwear. He kicked off his sneakers before shedding 
the rest of his clothes and crawled back onto the bed. 


"I haven't seen your pussy yet." He hooked his index finger inside the crotch of her white string bikini and a 
velvety softness grazed his knuckle. No stray quarantine-induced hairs would ever sprout on Michelle's nether 


regions. "It's been a while,” Dave confessed. 


First, he wanted to test her mouth. With his fingers, Dave probed her there, caressing her plump "hot pink" 
lips that were in fact a lovely natural rose color. Her teeth were smooth and glossy, but yet somehow soft 
and unthreatening. How deep was her throat? There was some ingenious manmade tube in there that had been 


built for this. 


Briefly, he regarded her magnificent face like an expensive and painstakingly plated meal. And like any meal, 
whether dear or cheap, all too soon it would be devoured and made into a mess. 


Dave's cock was as hard as it ever had been Barely taking his eyes off her mouth, he flipped the lid off the 
Bodyglide and poured some down the length of his cock. The touch of liquid on his sensitive cockhead made him 
shiver with pleasure, and he couldn't resist giving himself a few slippery strokes as he scooted closer to 
Michelle's parted lips. 


His first two fingers slipped easily into her mouth, slick as they were from the lube. Her tongue had an 

impressively lifelike sponginess to it and he rubbed it a little before pulling it outward slightly. Something he'd 
never even conceive of doing to a real woman, but he was captivated. Kneeling, he nudged the tip of his cock 
against her lower lip, teasing himself, before drizzling another stream of body-temperature lube across her 


mouth. 
"Oh yeah. Kiss it," he sighed. 


Dave pushed his swollen pink cockhead between her lips and watched them spread and stretch as he slid inside. 
Clear fluid oozed from the corners of her mouth like saliva. It looked incredibly dirty. Michelle's bedroom eyes 
were irresistible, the knowing stare of a whore. He dug his fingers into her hair and began to gently thrust, 
each time stuffing more of his length inside the tight, slippery orifice. With every pull out, there was a soft 


smooch, and an exquisite feeling of suction that rivaled a real blowjob. Smooch, smooch..smooch. 
‘Mmm, fuck" Embarrassed for himself, he already felt an orgasm welling up. 


The sight of his rigid cock buried in Michelle's mouth hole made Dave tremble from the urge to blow a load. 
The tube that served as her throat was stuffed to the top, making her look like she was being choked by a 
nest of his pubic hair. He wished his artificial lover possessed the ability to reach up from behind to tickle his 
arsehole, and half considered lifting her hand up to touch him there. But it would be a clumsy maneuver, and 


wouldn't feel as good if he knew it was coming. 


What would be the best way to fuck? Cowgirl position wasn't going to be on the menu, unfortunately, or 
anything else involving more heavy lifting. Missionary was serviceable, but Dave fancied something a bit spicier. 
First, he had to get rid of her panties. They were too big for her, anyway, the elastic string so slack around 
her hips that he was easily able to slip them down her thighs, over her knees, and past her pointed toes. 


"Nice gams," he chuckled. Somehow they'd given her what looked and felt like real kneecaps; he marveled at how 


it was possible. 


When Dave saw her bare pussy, the smile already on his face widened into a grin The neatly trimmed blond 
snatch and pretty pink lips looked just like they had on the website, but also new and different. The pussy of a 


young woman, He had to get a closer look 


A fleeting twinge of guilt passed through Dave's heart, to be feasting his eyes on such a beautiful pussy in 
the midst of a pandemic, fooling around on his boat under false pretenses while his wife was at home 
monitoring the weather channel. He wasn't cheating, he knew that, but it wasn't much better than slinking off 
to watch porn or visit a strip club. Maybe it was worse. But he couldn't stop now. To stop would be like buying 
an ice cream sundae, with whipped cream and hot fudge, only to dump it in the trash without taking a single 


bite. 


Dave felt no urge to eat Michelle's pussy, perfect as it was. It wouldn't taste like anything, a futile act which 


would produce no pleasure. For his own pleasure, however, he did want to finger her. He pressed his naked body 


against hers. 


His hands had become sticky from lube residue, so he slicked up his right-hand fingers again and slid them 
gently down the delicate lips of Michelle's pussy. An explosion of lust tore through Dave's body at the touch of 
such velvety slipperiness, so authentic, so graphic. After months of coronavirus chaos, he felt a flicker of 


power and control return to his life as he fondled her. 


The Helter Skelter rolled gently back and forth as another wake passed underneath its hull, floating Dave on a 
cloud of pleasure. He could almost pretend that his left hand was Michelle's, tugging affectionately on his cock 
while his right hand fingered her. Time seemed to slow down for his benefit and became a pure bliss of 


stroking and wanking. 


But Michelle's pussy was more than just a lifelike decoration As much as Dave was enjoying watching his 
fingers play with the dainty folds on her exterior, he was ready to investigate her insides. Using his middle 
finger, he rubbed between her pussy lips and felt a whisper of resistance before plunging in. The force needed 


to penetrate her was nearly identical to what he'd use on a real woman 


"Mmm, it's tight," Dave sighed, twisting his finger back and forth. It felt like the tightest, hottest pussy in a 


thirty-second wet dream. He couldn't wait to have it wrapped around his cock 
"Time to fuck now," he said, an affirmation to himself as much as to Michelle. 


Dave decided without much conscious thought that the quickest path to her pussy was from behind. Too 
impatient to readjust her joints or limbs, he simply tottered her onto her side. A mane of synthetic blond hair 
swept across his face, blinding him for a moment. And then, like the dawning of a heavenly planet, a round, 
taut ass appeared next to him in bed. The heart-shaped bottom of body-type F. In real life, such a perfect 
backside would turn heads, putting lewd thoughts into the minds of both men and women. Dave slapped one 
cheek, and then the other. He kneaded them. Firm yet soft, they felt like the essence of sex in his hands. Taking 
the liberty to probe her everywhere, he found the rubbery pucker that was her asshole. He forced the first 


two knuckles of his pinky finger inside, the small aperture giving way to an impossibly tight enclosure. 
"Ohh." he moaned. "You like that?" 


Dave's brain knew, of course, that she wouldn't reply, that it was a manmade apparatus gripping his finger as 


he wiggled it. But somehow it still made his cock throb. 


Lying on his side, he nuzzled closer to Michelle, his stiff cock tapping around expectantly in the gap between 
her thighs. Her pussy was smooth as silk, but not wet. Dave reached for the lube again and poured so much 
onto his cock that he drained the bottle. Better make this count. Anticipating what he was about to do, the 

simple pleasure of getting off with a little help from an anthropomorphic sex toy, almost made him want to 


laugh, but yet, he was incredibly excited. 


Drenched in lube and not wanting to waste a single drop, Dave used his hand to guide his slippery cock toward 
the center of Michelle's cunt, where he knew the slit would open up and let him in. The slight push of 
resistance on the head of his cock sent a pleasurable twinge down to his balls before he shoved his hips 
forward and plunged inside. 


"Uhh," he grunted. 


She was tight as a fist, but somehow soft, too. Like a real pussy, but better. Just like those randy geezers on 
the HBO special had proclaimed back in 1998. 


Dave held still for a moment, enjoying the exquisite sensation of being so suddenly engulfed. He loved the way a 
tight pussy always made his cock feel huge, bringing to mind memories of his heyday, the 80s, when 
everything seemed bigger, faster, skin-tight. Dave writhed, his hands on Michelle's hips, pulling her arse into 
his crotch before venturing a few slow thrusts. With each pump, what felt like a sleeve of tiny nubs and 
ridges rubbed his cock all over like hundreds of relentless fingers. The nubs massaged him on the way in, and 
the ridges grabbed him on the way out, tugging at his foreskin and bumping it up against the sensitive rim at 
the head of his cock. No human could've produced this sensation with their body, which is why Michelle had 
cost seven thousand dollars, Dave supposed, and went into a brief trance of self-indulgence. For a minute or 


so, the only sounds on board were his quickened breaths and the gentle slap of wavelets against the hull. 
"Oh yeah," he whimpered at the intense friction "Feels so good" 


He doubted he'd last more than five or six more strokes inside this ingenious gadget. He could feel the 
pressure building up, his balls tightening. Thrusting, even gently, always gave Dave a strong urge to come. The 
muscles around his arsehole twitched, sending a jolt of pleasure all the way to the tip of his cock. He heard 
himself moan out loud. Knowing that he could let himself go over the edge any second was almost as good as 
the orgasm itself, like a rollercoaster straining higher and higher, impossibly higher, to the heart-stopping 


crest, the unbearable tension right before the release. 
"Fuck, it feels so good," he repeated, panting. 


To milk it just a little longer, Dave sprang up to change positions, hoisting her onto her elbows and knees, her 
head smashed face-first into a pillow. Not the most comfortable position for a human being, but that 
particular illusion was temporarily suspended while Dave gave his toy a good, hard fuck. Michelle's body 
flattened out under his body weight as he humped her. The frantic, insistent sounds of his thrusting were so 
realistic, the fantasy came rushing back and suddenly he was shagging a hot piece of ass again, one of the 


best he'd ever had. 


"Oh, oh, fuck." He wanted to tell Michelle that he was going to come, he was going to come so hard. But he was 
shy. 


Reaching underneath her, Dave grabbed her right tit and squeezed as his body tensed from pleasure. Here it 
comes, here it comes, he thought. It felt so good he could barely breathe. He sucked in a lungful of air and let 


the ecstasy roll over him. 


"Uh, uh, uh, uhhhhmmm," he moaned, overcome by the involuntary contractions pulsing through his cock. The 
first two spasms were so intense he saw stars behind his closed eyelids. The fake pussy drew every drop 
from him. Ready to collapse, he pulled out and gave himself a few gentle tugs, shuddering as his cock pushed 
out one last dribble. 


Standard sex doll instructions warned that ejaculating inside a fixed body cavity required prompt cleanup with 
soap, water, and a specialized device that was essentially a glorified turkey baster. And because, to experience 
the ultimate in realism, Dave had ordered the "permanent" vaginal stye for Michelle (at an additional cost of 

one-hundred fifty dollars) instead of the standard and more easily cleaned "removable" pussy, he would soon 

have to take care of this repulsive chore or else risk putridity. 


Dave sighed, a familiar post-orgasm weariness coming over him. Michelle had been spectacular; he'd give the 
sex a full five out of five stars. But he felt a vague remorse, not dissimilar to the sensation he got 
immediately after watching porn. After the all-consuming desire, after the wank, which always seemed to 
occur so involuntarily, the bliss, and finally, the shameful gloppy mess. He pondered over the fact that there 
was no slimy jizz to deal with after coming inside a real woman. A woman who wanted his cum, craved it, so 
much so that it virtually disappeared inside her. Conversely, the spunk currently congealing inside Michelle's 
silicone orifice was, in essence, not much different from the countless loads Dave had "wasted" on himself over 


the years. 

He was staring wistfully at his oozy cock, still swollen from orgasm, when he heard a phantom buzz coming 
from somewhere on the Helter Skelter. Boats made strange noises sometimes. There it was again, he thought, 
a faint vibration coming at regular intervals. 


His phone! 


Clambering to the foot of the bed, he stretched down to the floor to reach inside the pocket of his shorts 


that he'd discarded earlier in a daze of lust. 


Text messages had been piling up for over half an hour. Two missed calls, too, with voicemails. All from "TM," 


his doting wife. 

How's it going there hon? 

Honey? 

HELLO 

Did you throw your phone overboard or something? 


OK. How long does it take to let out a few ropes? 


lm getting worried 


Dave couldn't face listening to the voicemails. If he didn't want to risk Tamar coming to the marina to check on 


him, he had to act fast. 


Sorry, luv, got held up talking to another boat owner, he typed back, making spelling errors on every word in his 


haste to improvise. But /m nearly done. Be home soon. xx 


Without needing to see her reply, Dave reckoned that he should probably perform at least one additional "good" 


deed soon, to make up for his unexplained and overly long absence. 


Still naked, he crouched next to Michelle's crate, searching among the packing material for the requisite turkey 
baster. Before he could go home, he had to flush out the goo from his new sex doll's twat. He then had to find 
a place to hide her, at least temporarily. And then it would be "back to abnormal," with no end in sight. In 
Dave's imagination, he saw himself as a character in a terribly lame movie, the grim epilogue revealed, the 


closing credits about to roll. 


Had his life as a rock star all been a hoax? he wondered. Maybe this was real life. 


